November, 1927.   (From the diary of Mary
Charles.)
To-day I saw the Taj. Twice, once in the after-
noon, and once again just when the sun had set; but
I must leave that until later. I came up with the
R------s yesterday.* E. came to the station to see
me off: I felt rather a beast leaving him behind, but,
after all, he has already been to Agra twice; and this
was really altogether too good an opportunity for
me to miss.
I couldn't write my diary last night as we got into
the train at eight in the evening, and arrived here at
nine this morning: one Indian day lost: I do not
think that I shall miss it.
At first I used to hate travelling in India, but now
Fm beginning to enjoy it. I like the spaciousness of
the sleeping compartments; and the bearer's being
next door in his funny little box of a third-class
compartment is most convenient. To begin with, it
seemed odd and makeshift having to take all my own
bedding and an enamel basin with a leather lid
*R------, the "Collector," had to go to Agra on business, and since he
would be busy, his wife asked me to sight-see with her.